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own affairs of the heart with irresistible charm and
kindly humour: the novel becomes a personal
confession; the ladies are portraits—some of them
perhaps a little composite—drawn from the life, but
with just that touch of Keller fantasy which makes
them more precious than any real portrait. The
delightful and inimitable Figura Leu, in particular,
shows Keller's art at its best. The whole adventure
is wound up in a romantic fashion by the Landvogt
placing his future in the hands of his old loves ; he
asks them to decide whether he should marry his
Marianne or a young maid of his household. They
decide, by Figura's casting vote, for the latter, who is a
page in disguise, with the consequence that the Landvogt
is left to continue his bachelorhood undisturbed.
Keller himself never married. His German
admirers are inclined to regard him as a kind of
predestined bachelor; but I doubt if this view of
him is a true one. Had any of the memories that
flit through the pages of the Landvogt von Greifensee
become realities for Keller, he would have had a
greater, more sympathetic hold on life than when he
spent his declining years in the house on the Btirgli
with only his uncomprehending sister, Regula, as
companion ; the wine-house would certainly have had
less temptation for him. His bachelorhood was not
all due to a disinclination to marry; the truth is he was
not prepossessing; this little man with the big head
and the disproportionately short legs could never
have been an attractive cavalier. Moreover, his
character and manner did not compensate for his
physical disadvantages, the picture his biographer
dtaws of him being far from a sympathetic or likeable
one; he was blunt, often offensively blunt, unamiable,
lacking in the graces of social intercourse; and he
succeeded in quarrelling sooner or later with most
of his friends. It is strange, indeed, to find in his
dealings with his fellow-mortals so little of that
sunny geniality which one reads out of his books;

